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HEW  SONGS, 


gkland  Mary  . 
he  Banks  of  Doon 
he  Beautiful  Maid 
e  All  of  Life 


Hire’s  a ’Health 
Tile  Sqldier’s  Ad 
Donald  of  Diind'e 


Newcaftle  upon  Tyne:  ; 

'r i ntecl  by  J.  Marfhall,  ill  the  Old  Flefh- Market! 
'ire  may  ulfo  be  had,  a  large  and  curious,  Effort n u 
oj  Songs,  Malhidfj  Tales-,  Id  .-/lories,  id’s. 


Highland  Mary . 

YE  batiks  and  braes  and  ftrieams  aroui 
r  The  Cajftie  of  Montgomery, 
Green'be  your  wetods,  and  mr  your  flow’ 
Your  waters  never  drumlie ; 

There  limmer  firft  nnfaulds  her  robes, 
Ah d. there  they  langeft  tarry ; 
EbHfiere  I  to6k  the  laft  farewell 
Of  ray  dear  Highland  Miry; 

bloom’d  the,  gay  green  birl 
IJ&W  ri^hv  the  hawthorn’s  bloflom  ; 

As  their  fragrant  lhade, 

*  t°  my  bolom ! 

hdurs,  on  angel  wings, 
me  an^  my  dearie » 

$6?  dea^’to  me  as  light  and  life 
.;Wa's  my  fweet  Highland  Mary. 

■  sdld b  ' 

Wi*  niony  a  vow  and  lock’d  embrace, 

*  "H©ur  parting  was  fu’  tender; 

And  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

V.  We  tore  ourfelves  afunder. 

But  oh  !  fell  death’s  untimely  froft, 

That  nipt  my  flow’r  fo  early  ! 

Nb'w  green’s  the  fod,  and  cauld’s  the  c 3 
That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  ■ 


pale,  pale  now  thofe  rofy  lips,  •  . 

I  aft  ha’e  kifs’d  fae  fondly  l 
jid  clos’d  for  ay,  the  fparkling  glance 
That  dwalt  on  me  fae  kindly !  u 
fnd  mouldering  now  in  filent  duft. 

That  heart  that  lo’ed  me  dearly  ; 
jut  ftill  within  my  bofom’s  core. 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 

The  Banks  of  Doon . 

E  banks  and  braes  of  bonny  Doon, 
How  can  ye  bloom  fo  frelh  and  fair 
low  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds. 

While  I’m  fo  wae  and  fu*  o*  care ! 

:e’U  break  iny  heart,  ye  little  birds. 

That  wanton  thro’  the  fiow’ry  thorn, 
fe  mind  me  of  departed  joys. 

Departed,  never  to  return. 

),ft  have  I  roam’d  by  bonny  Doon,,  , 
To  fee  the  rofe  and  woodbine  twine,  / 
A7 here  ilka  bird  fling  o’er  its  note,  • 
And  chearfully  I  join’d  with  mine. '  v- 
WV  heartfome  glee  1  pu’d  a  rofe, 

A  rofe  out  of  yon  thorny  tree  ;  ; 

But  my  falfe  love  has  ftol’n  the  rofe,  > 
And  left  the  thorn  behind  to  me*  ; 
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Ye  rofes  blaw  your  bonny  blooms. 

And  draw  the  ^ild'  birds  by  the  burn  • 
For  Luman  promis’d  me  a  ring 

And  ye  maun  aid  me  flrould  I  mourn  ! 

A»K  ’  "a’  "5  *e  nesdna  ">«»™ ! 

Ye  honn”  r-e,dlm  ^  W°™  i 

t  e  bonny  birds,  ye  needna  finr, 

or  Luman  never  can  return. 

My  Luman’s  love,  in  broken  fighs, 

A-?,  7T‘  daV  b7  fioon  ye’fe  hear. 
Ami  mid-day  by  the  willow  green, 

c  For  I’d  filed  a  filent  tear, 
oweet  birds,  I  ken  ye’ll  pity  me> 

n4l  JCim  me,wi’  a  P‘aintive  &ng, 

I  mat  f°  Takes ’  *nd  joins  the  mane 
1  nuk  for  Il!I«  I  lo’ed  fae  lang. 

The  Be  dutiful  Maid. 

WHEN  abfenn  fIom  her  my  foul  holds 
l  v  molt  dear. 

In  °f  Paffions  fovade, 

andXta'r  ^  hoPe 

I  endure  for  my  beautiful  maid, 
r  1  e!ld“rre  f°r  n‘5r  beautiful  maid. 

Or  quit  thlP  afUKe  t0  iighten  m>' 
ui  quit  the-gaj  throng  for  the  (hade  - 

No  retirement  or  folitude  yield  tne’reli if 

When  away  from  my  beautiful  maid.  ’ 


The  '-All  of  Life.  ."■•r  V 

W““  t,!‘5  humble  roof  I  knew, 
V  V  With  various  cares  I  ftrove : 

WCTe 

3yi?ut!:lal. toil  our  board  \yas  drefs’d,  ' 
rhe  fpnng  our  drink  bellow’d  ; 
iut  when  the  lip  the  brim  had  preft, 

1  he  cup  with  nedlar  flow’d. 

intent  and  peace  the  dwelling  /har’d, 
bio  other  giieft  came  nigh  : 

'  Wh^  Wai\given  Ctho>  gold  was  fpar’d) 
r  ^,at  gold  could  never  buy. 

,0TvaiUe^as  a,  fplendid  lot,  < 

•dut  as  the  means  to  prove, 

liar,  from  the  caftle  to  the  cot, 

I  he  albof  life  is  love.  y 

Here's  a  Health.  7/7 

JfERE’S  a  health  to  all  good  lafles  ; 

Herhe  s.  a  health  to  all  good  lafles: 
s  a  health  to  all  good  lafles  : 

rdSe  iC  merrily,  fill  your  glaffes  :  , r 

bet  a  bumper  toaft  go  round. 

Here  s  a  health,  &c.  ,  <  -  . 
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All  good  laffes  like  a  trumper  j  „ 

Fill  your  glaffes,  here’s  a  bumper-: 
Blithe  and  merry  may  they  be. 
Here’s  a  health,  &c. 

May  they  live  a  life  of  pleafure,  . 
Without  mixture,  without  meafure. 
For  with  them  true  joys  are  found. 
Here’s  a  health,  &c. 


The  Soldier's  Adieu. 

ADIEU,  adieu,  my  only  life, 

My  honour  calls  me  from  thee  : 
Remember  thou  art  a  ioldier’s  wife, 

Thofe  tears  but  ill  become  thee. 

What  though  by  duty  1  am  call’d 
Where  thundering  cannons  rattle  y  ^ 
Where  valour’s  feif  might  ftand  appall’d. 
Where  valour’s  felf  might  hand  appall’d, 
When  on  the  wings  of  thy  dear  love, 
To  heaven  abtfve  thy  fervent  orifons  are 
flown ; 

The  tender  prayer  thou  putt’ft  up  there 
Shall  call  a  guardian  angel  down, 

'  Shall  call  a  guardian  angel  down 
To  watch  me  in  the  battle. 
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My  fafety  thy  fair  truth  fhall  be. 

As  fword'  and  buckler  ferving ; 

My  life  (hall  be  more  dear  to  me* 
Becaufe  of  thy  preferving. 

Let  peril,  come,  let  horror  threat, 

Let  thundering  cannons  rattle, 

I  fearlefs  feek  the  conflict’s  heat, 

Affur’d,  when  on  the  wings  of  love. 
To  heaven  above.  Sec. 

*  v*'  ’  1  »  •  *  ft  M  )  Sr  .  ..  ■ 


Enough, — with  that  benignant  Emile 
Some  kindred  God  infpir’4  thee,  r  t 
Who  faw  thy  bofom,  void  of  guile. 

Who  wonder’d  and;  ndmir  Sdr'the#  $  ,  T 

I  go — aflur’d— my  life !  adieu  !  , 

■0  Though  thundering  cannons  rattlf,’  \ 
Though  murdering  carnagevftalk  in  view. 
When  on  the  wings  of  thy  true  k>v§,  ? 
To  heaven  above,  &act  .  ^  .* 


Donald  of  Dundee . 


YOUNG  Donald  is 'the  blitheft  lad. 
That  e’er  made  love  to  tne, 
When  e’er 'he’s  by,  my  heast  is  glad. 
He  fcciiis  fo  pmv  and  free  : 
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Then  on  his  pipe  he  plays  fo  fweet. 

And  in  his  plaid  He  looks  fo  neat,  '  ‘ 
It  cheers  my  heart  .at' ey'^  to  meet 

Young  Donald  of, Cunfiee.  >v* 

When  e’er  I  gang  to  yonder  grove,  ■' 
Young  Sandy  foliotvs  me  ; 

And  fain  he  wants  to  be  my  love,  '  ; 

But  ah  !  it  canna  be  : 

Tho*  mitner  frets  both  foon  and  late, 
j-,or  me  to  wed  this  youth  I  hate, 
rl  here’s  hone  need  hope  to j*ain  young  Kate, 
But  'Don add  of  Dhtidee. 

t  *  <  T  *1  ,  r  - 

t  *  1  -  -  .  J  ‘  J  /  j 

When  laiT  we  rarigM:  the*  banks  of  Tay, 
The  ring  he  fhew’d  to  me,  s- 

And  bade  me  name  the  bridal  day,  r-; 

Then  happy  would  he  be  : 

I  ken-  the  youth  wiil  ay  prove  kind, 

Na  mair  my  raither  wril  1  mind, 

Mefs  John  to  me  {hall  quickly  bind 
Young  Donald  of  Dundee 


vnvis. 


